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something like this: ' Your name is written to-day in the book of the Church on earth; it is for the Master Himself to inscribe it in the Book of Life above, where I hope it will remain to all eternity/ This was in English, but all the rest of the service was in Samoan. The bread was cut into very small pieces, and handed from one to another on salvers; the wine was coconut juice* The deacons were dressed in white lava-lavas and white coats or shirts, and Mr. C------
himself was entirely in white: it looked very pure and simple, and I could not but think of the 'white linen clean and white, which is the righteousness of saints/ . . .
I have been greatly interested in finding a nutmeg-tree growing in our 'avenue/ The nutmegs are ripening just now, and fall off the tree as they become ready; they are covered with a soft outer husk, which splits open, and shows a beautiful golden-orange lining. This of course is the mace, which clings to the nutmeg in a wrapping of thin fibrous strips; or rather, not to the nutmeg itself, but to the very hard shell that encloses it, and which, I am told, must be steamed on a stove or exposed to any strong damp heat for a month before the actual nutmeg can be got out of it. It is certainly very well protected I am drying some mace in the sun, and shall send you a specimen; and later on I suppose we shall also have some of 'our own * nutmegs.